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Saint CECILIA'Ss . 


In broken air, trembling, the wild muſic floats 3 
| 2 1 8 


Ode on S. Cecilia Day. 


ESCE ND, ye Nine! deſcend and fing; 
The breathing inſtruments inſpire, | 
Wake into voice each filent m_ -- 
And feeep the ſounding * 

Ina ſady-pleafing fran. 
Let the warbling lute 3 5 
Let the loud trumpet Sound, 1 5 
Till the roofs all around 
ag The ſhrill echoes rebound: 


While in more lengthen d notes and ſlow, 


The deep, majeſtic, ſolemn organs blow. 
Hart. tbe numbers, /o * and char, | 
" Gently freal upon the ear, 
Now louder, and yet louder riſe, 
- Aud fill with ſpreading ſounds the ſeies; 
Exulting in triumph” now ſevell the bold notes, 


Carmen in 8. Cantham. 
ESCENDE ccelo, ſpiritu quæ melleo 
Imples, Camoena, tibias ; 
Deſcende, pulſas quæ lyram volucri manu, 
Nervumque ſopitum excita: 
Diſcat fundere ſuaviter ſeveras 
Testi numeroſa cantilenas: 
Cava claſſica clangoribus auras 
Repleant, reſonent tremebundarum 
Laquearia convulſa domorum: 
Inque vicem lentà gravia organa majeſtate 
Spirent, auguſtoque ſonore inflata tumeſcant. 
t clarè, ut placidi molliter uy 
Se furtim bibulis inſinuant modi! 
Mox tollunt violentum altids altids. 
Auditum Superis ſonum! _ 
Jamque exultantes numeri atque audacia turgent 


Carmina, j jam tremulus fractis fluitat furor auris; 
1 | Donec 
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4 Ode on 8. Cacilia's Day. 


Till "” degrees, remote and ſnl, 


The ſtrains decay,” a 
And melt away, 
In a dying, dying fall. 


By Muſic minds an equal temper know, 

Nor fwell too high, nor ſink too low. 

If in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, - 
Muſic her ſoft aſſuaſive voice applies; 

Or when the ſoul is preſs d with cares, 
Exalts her in enlivning airs. | 
Warriors ſhe: fires with animated ſounds; 

 Pours balm into the bleeding lover 5 wounds; 3; 
Melancholy lifts her head, 
| Morpheus rouſes from his 4 
Soth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Lift ning Envy drops her ſnakes : 
Inteſtine War no more our paſſions wage, 
And giddy Huctions hear away their rage. 
| © A But 


Carmen in F. Cæcilium. 
| Donec minutatim remota, 
4, Jann liquefacta, 
Jam monitura, 
: Murmura languent, 
- Murmura dulci 
Leniter attenuata caſu. 
| | | r n 
Aquas ut ſervat moderatrix Muſica mentes! 
Ut premit, aut laxat mollibus i imperiis! 
Seu gaudiorum turbida pectora 
Tumultuoſis fluctibus æſtuant, 
13 ; urget ſeu malorum 
Pondus, humo levat Illa voce. 
Geſtit bellantes animoſo accendere cantu ; 
Blandaque amatori medicamina ſufficit ægro: 
- = guens ecce! caput Moeſtitia erigit, 
Morpheus molliculis profilit e toris, 
Ulnas implicitas pandit Inertia, * 0 
Audit deciduis Invidia anguibus: 5 | 
Inteſtina animi ceſſant bella; applicat aures 
: Seditio, nec nn reminiſcitur iras. 


Aſt 


6 Ode on S. Cecilias Day. 
oo: 
But when our country's cauſe provokes to arms, 
How martial muſic every boſom warms ! 
So when the firſt bold veſſel dard the ſeas, 
High on the ſtern the Thracian raisd his ſtrain, 
While Argo ſaw her kindred trees 
Deſcend from Pelion to the main: 
 Tranſported demi-gods ſtood round, 
| And men grew heroes at the ſound, 
Enflam'd with ghory's charms; 
Each chief his ſeu n-fold ſhield diſplay 4, 
And half unſheathd the ſhining blade, 
And ſeas, and rocks, and ſkies rebound 
82> To arms, to arms, to arms. 
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16.41; 
| But when thro all th infernal bounds, 
= Which flaming Phlegethon ſurrounds, 
$3 | Love, ſtrong as Death, the Poet led 
| To the pale nations of the dead, ” 
What 


Carmen in F. Cæciliam. 7 
TD 
Aſt ubi dulcis amor patriæ pia mittit in arma, 
O! quanto accendunt mavortia tympana pulſu f 
Sic, cum prima viam navis tentaret inauſam, 
Thrax cecinit, puppique lyram tractavit in alta, 
Dum vidit Argo Pelion arduum 
Pinus ſorores deſerere impigras, 
Et turba circumfuſa muto 
Semidetim ſtupuere plauſu: 
Incedit heros, quiſquis audiit ſonum, 
Amore flagrans gloriæ; 
Dux ſeminudum quiſque rapit manu 
0 Enſem, et coruſcat multiplicem ægida 2 
Ad arma ſylvæ, ad arma montes, 
Terra, mare, aſtra ſonant ad arma! 


e 
Sed, cum per orci limites cavernoſi, 
Amplexibus quos igneis obit fumans 
Phlegethon, Poetam, Morte non minus pollens, 
Adire juſſit pallidos Amor manes, 
| Que 


8 Ode on S. Cecilia s Day. 
What ſounds were heard, 
What ſcenes appear d, 
* er all the dreary coaſts ! © 
G Dreadful pleams, 
Diſmal ſcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shricks of woe, 
Sullen moans, 
Follow groans, 
* cries of tortur d ghoſts! 
But hark,! he ſtrikes the golden tyre ; 
And ſee ! the tortur d ghoſts reſpire, 
See, ſhady forms advance 
Thy ſtone, O Siſyphus, ſtands ſtill, 
Ixion reſts upon his wheel, 1228, of 
And the pale ſpectres dance 
The Furies fink upon their iron beds, 
And _— uncurl d * e. 1 round their heads. 


- 


Carmen in F. Ceciliam. 9 
Quæ miracl'a ſonorum! 
Quæ feralia monſtra videri, 
Diras per oras diſſita 
Horrida fulgura, 
Vox penetrabilis 
Sæva querentium, 
Et picei ignis 
Triſte crepuſculum, 
Diri ululatus, 
Et gemitùs gravis 
Moeſta profunditas, 
Dane luunt poenas anime, tremuli ſingultus. 
Sed audin'! audin*! auream ferit chelyn, 
Miſeriſque fecit ottum: | + 
En! tenue ut patulis auribus agmen . 
Quieſcit ingens Siſyphi ſaxum, et ou” 


Acclinis Ixion rote, 


Atque leves ineunt pallida ſpectra tus? 

Ferratis ſua membra toris collapſa reclinant | 

Oblitz irarum Eumenides, et lurida circum | 

Colla auſcultantes ſeſe explicuere colubri ! | 
N 7B | Per | 


10 Ode'en'S,Ceciliv's Day. 
V. 


By the ſtreams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
Der th Elyfan flowrs, 
By thoſe happy ſouls who dwell 
In yellow meads of aſphadel, | 
Or amaranthine bowrs, 
By the heroes armed ſhades, 
Glitt ring thro the gloomy glades, 
By the youths that dyd for love, 
N and ring in the myrile grove, 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to life; 
Oh take the huſband, or return 74 wife! 
He ſung, and Hell conſented 
To hear the Poets prayer; 
Stern Proſerpine relented 
Au gave him back the fair. 


Carmen in F. Caciliam. 11 


. Me 


Per fluentorum vada, quæ perenni 
Rore delibant ſinuoſa ripas; 
Per levem, ſiqua Elyſii vireta 
Ventilat aura; 
Per beatorum Genios colentes 
Arva, quà paſſim aſphodelis renidet 
Gramen auratis, amaranthinæve um- 
bracula frondis; 
Per duces, ſi quis dubiam per umbram 
Splendidis latè loca luſtrat armis; 7 
Myrtez et quiſquis querulus vagatur 
Incola fylve ; 
Reddite (vos rapuiſtis enim) mihi reddite ſ ponſam, | 
Obteſtor, parilive adjungite me quoque fato! 
Canit, canenti Dis ferus annuit, 
Ceditque blandarum harmonize precum, 
Et victa manſueſcunt ſeveræ 
Perſephones ſine more corda. 


B 2 Io 


12 Ode bn S. Cæcilias Day. 


Thus ſong cou'd prevail 
Oer death and oer hell, 
A conqueſt how hard and how glorious ! 
Tho fate had faſt bound her, 
With Styx nine times round her, 
Yet muſic and love were vifforious.. 
I. 
But ſoon, too ſoon, the lover turns his eyes: 
Again ſhe falls, again ſhe dies, ſbe dies- 
How wilt thou now the fatal alters move ? 
No crime was thine, if tis no crime: to le. . 
Now under hanging mountains, 
Beſide the fall of fountains, 
Or where Hebrus wanders 
Rolling i in meanders, 
All alme © 
Unheard, unknown, 
He makes his moan, 
Aud calls her ghoſt, 
For ever, ever, ever loſt! 


Carmen in F. Cecilim. 13 


Io Triumphe! Mors et Orcus Orpheo 
Lætantur domitore domari, 
Vatemque mira inſigniunt victoria 
Fata obſtant — novies Styx circumfuſa coercet — 
Nequicquam— vincit muſica, vincit amor. 
| V. 


Sed nimiùm, heu! nimiùm impatiens reſpexit amator: 


Ah! cecidit, cecidit, ſubitoque elapſa refugit! 
Qua prece jam ſurdas flectes, temerarie, Parcas? 
At tu, ſi crimen, crimen amantis habes. 
Nunc pendulis ſub antris, 
Jugeſve propter undas, 
Ubi callibus reduCtis 
Temere vagatur H ebrus, 
Heu! ſolus, neque 
Auditus, neque 
Cognitus ulli, 
Fletus integrat, 
Teque gemens vocat, Eurydice, 
Perdita, perdita, 
Heu! omne in ævum perdita! 
Nunc 


14 Odeon S. Cecilia's Day. 
Now with Furies ſurrounded, | 
Deſpairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows 
Amidſt Rhodope's ſnows ; 
See, wild as the winds, oer the deſart he flies; 
Hark! Hamus reſounds with the Bacchanals cries— 
45 ſee he dies“ 1 
It er'n in death E urydice he ſung, 
Zurydice ſtill trembled on his tongue, 
 Eanryaice the woods, | 
Eurydice the floods, 
Zurydice the rocks and hollow mountains rung. 
1 _ 
Muſic the fierceft grief can charm, 
And fate's ſevereſt rage diſarm: 
Mufic can ſoften pain to caſe, 
And make de Hair and madneſs pleaſe : 
Our joys below it can improve, 


And antedate the 2 fs above. 
This 


Carmen in S. Cæciliam. 15 


Nunc totum Eumenides exagitant, jugis 
En! canæ Rhodopes in gelidis tremit, : 
Ardeſcens tremit, inſanit, ſ pemque abyicit omnem. 
Ecce] per avia luſtra furens fugit ocyor Euro; 


Evce! perſtrepit, audin, ut Hæmus, et ingemit evoe!-- 


— Ah! perit! — 


Eurydicen tamen extrema cum voce profundit, 


Eurydicen tremulo murmure lingua canit, 
Eurydicen nemus, | 
Eurydicen aquæ, 
Eurydicen montes, gemebundaque ſaxa retorquent. 


VII. 

Luctus muſica temperat feroces, 
Et fati levat ingruentis ictus: 
Dulcis muſica molliter dolorem 

| Mutat lætitia; ſonante plectro 
Spes averſa redit, Furor recumbit : 
Nobis illa eadem breves adauget 

Terræ delicias, opeſque coli 
Præſentire docet remotiores. 


16 Ode on S. Cecilia's Day. 
This the divine Cecilia A 
And to her maker's praiſe confin'd the ſound. 
When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 
Th immortal pow'rs incline their ear, 
Borne on the ſcvelling notes our ſouls aſpire, 
While folemn airs improve the ſacred fire; 
And angels lean from heavn to hear. 
J Orphens now no more let Poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater pow'r is gion; 
His numbers raisd a ſhade from hell, 
Her's lift the ſoul to heavn. 
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Carmen in F. Cæciliam. 17 

Hinc ſolum cecinit Numen, memor, unde bheatam 
Ceperat harmoniam et modulamina non ſua, Virgo. 
Organa plena choris ubi magnifico concentu 

Miſcentur, aurem ætherei inclinant incolæ; 
Terreſtres animæ tolluntur in aſtra tumenti 
Carmine, divinoque alitur ſacra flamma furore; 

Dum prona cœlo pendet angelüm cohors. 
Orpheiim jam taceant Pierides ſuum, 
Major Cæciliæ vis datur inclytæ. 

Ille vix umbram revocavit orco; 

Illa ſublatas ſuper aſtra mentes 

Inſerit cœlo, ſuperiſque miſcet 

Carmine Divis. 
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ODE for MUSICK 


ON 


Saint CECILIA's DAY, 


* 
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By Mr. SMART. 


Hance Vos, Pierides feſtis cantate calendis, 
Et teſtudined, Phœbe ſuperbe, lyrd | 
Hoc ſolenne ſacrum multos celebretur in annos, 
Dignior eſt veſtro nulla puella choro. TIBULLVUs. 
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1 7 HE Author of the following piece has been 
Tala, that the writing an Ods on S.Cecilia's Day, 
after Mr. Dryden and Mr. Pope, would be great 
preſumption ; which is the reaſon he detains the 
Reader in this place to make an apology, much a- 
gainſt his will, he having all due contempt for the 
impertinence of Prefaces. In the firſt place then, 
it will be a little hard (he thinks) if he ſhould be par- 
ticularly mark'd out for cenſure, many others having 
wrote on the ſame ſubjecs without any ſuch imputa- 
tions; but they (it may be) did not live long enough 
to be laughd at, or, by ſome lucky means or other, 
eſcaped thoſe ſhrewd remarks, which, it ſeems, are 
reſerved for him. In the ſecond place, this ſubjeft 
was not his choice, but impoſed upon him by a 
Gentleman very eminent in the ſtience of Muſick, 
for whom he has a great friendſhip, and who is, by 
his good ſenſe and humanity, as much elevated above 
the generality of mankind, as by his exquiſite art he 
Is above moſt of his profeſſion. The requeſt of a 
friend, undoubtedly, will be ſneer d at by ſome as a 
ſtale and antiquated apology : it is a very good one 
notwithſlanding, which is manifeſt even from it's 
 Irnteneſs; for it can never be imagined, that ſo 
; many 


PREFACE. 

many excellent Authors, as well as bad ones, would 7 
have made uſe of it, had they not been convinced of 
ts cogency. As for the writer of this piece, he will 
rejoice in being derided, not only for obliging his 
friends, but any honeſt man whatſoever, ſo far as 
may be in the power of a perſon of his mean abilities. 
He does not pretend to equal the very worſt parts 
of the two celebrated performances already extant 
on the ſubjett; which acknowledoment alone will, 
with the good-natured and judicious, acquit him of 
preſumption ; becauſe theſe pieces, however excellent 
upon the whole, are not without their blemiſhes. 
There is in them both an exacs unity of deſign, 
which though in compoſitions of another nature a 
beauty, is an impropriety in the Pindaric, which 
Should conſiſt in the vehemence of ſudden and un- 
look d-for tranſitions : hence chiefly it derives that 
enthafiaſtic fire and wildneſs, which greatly di- 
ftiaguiſh it from other ſpecies of Poefy. In the firſt. 
ftanza of 3 Dryden and in the fifth of f Pope there 
is an air, which is ſo far from being adapted to the 


majeſty of an Ode, that it would make no _— 
able 


* Happy, Happy, Happy pair, + Thus ſong couv'd prevail 
None but the brave, O'er death and o'er hell, 
None but the brave, A conqueſt how hard and how glorious! 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. Tho Fate had faſt bound her 
With Styx nine times round her, 


Yet Muſic and Love were victorious. 


PREFACE. 
able figure in a Ballad. And laſtly, they both con- 
clude with a turn which has ſomething too epigram- 
matical in it. Bating theſe trifles, they are incom- 
parably beautiful and great; neither is there to be 
found two more finiſbd pieces of Lyric Poetry in our 
language, L'allegro and Il penſeroſo of Milton ex- 
cepted, which are the fineſt in any. Dryden's is the 
more ſublime and magnificent; but Pope's is the 
more elegant and corre; Dryden has the fire and 
ſpirit of Pindar, and Pope has the terſeneſs and 
purity of Horace. Dryden's is certainly the more 
elevated performance of the two, but by no means 
fo much ſo as people in general will have it. There 
are few that will allow any ſort of compariſon to be 
made between them. This is in ſome meaſure owing 
to that prevailing but abſurd cuſtom which has ob- 
taind from Horace s time even to this day, vin. of 
preferring Authors to the Bays by ſeniority. Had 
Mr. Pope wrote firſt, the mob, that judge. by this 
rule, would have given him the preference ; and the 
rather, becauſe i in this piece he does not deſerve it. 
1t 


* Tt eme to have been otherwiſe in Homers time: 
T, p ad ANN AE eb garroi 
Hrig aαναανονττ VELTETY Hh, . Homer. Odyſſ. a. 
And Pindar would have it otherwiſe in his, 
— 72 Hagau | 
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FE EF ACRE: 


It would not be right to conclude, without taking 
notice of a fine ſubject for an Ode on S. Cecilia s Day, 
which was Suggeſted to the Author by his friend the 
learned and ingenious Mr. Comber /ate of Jeſus 
College in this Univerſity ; that is David's playing 
to King Saul when he was troubled with the evil 
Spirit. He was much pleaſed with the hint at firſt, 
but at length was deterr d from improving it by the 
greatneſs of the ſubjecs, and he thinks not without 
reaſon. The chuſing too high ſubjects has been the 
ruin of many a tolerable Genius. There is a good rule 
which Freſnoy preſcribes to the Painters ; which is 
likewiſe applicable to the Poets. 


Supremam in tabulis lucem captare die 
Inſanus labor artificum; cum attingere tantum 
Non pigmenta queant: auream ſed Veſpere lucem; 
Seu modicum mane albentem ; five ætheris actam 
| Poſt hyemem nimbis cransfuſo ſole caducam; 
Seu nebulis fultam accipient, tonitruque rubentem. 


Ode on S. Cerrha's Day. 


ARGUMERMT.. 

Stanza I, II. Invocation of Men and Angels to join in the praiſe 
of S. Cecilia. The Divine origin of Muſick. Stanza III. Art 
of Muſick, or it's miraculous power over the brute and 

inanimate Creation exemplified in Waller and Stanza IV, V. 

in Arion. Stanga VI. The Nature of Mufick, or it's power 
over the Paſſions. Inſtances of this in it's exciting pity. 
Stanza VII. In promoting Courage and Military Virtue. 
Stanza VIII. excellency of Church Mufick. Air ta the memory 
of Mr. Purcell. — praiſe of the Organ and it's Inventreſs 
Saint Cecilia. 


oh 


ROM your lyre-enchanted tow'rs, 
Ve muſically myſtic Pow'rs, 

Ye, that inform the tuneful ſpheres, 
Inaudible to mortal ears, 

While each orb in Ether ſwims 
Accordant to th' inſ piring hymns; 
Hither Paradiſe remove 

Spirits of Harmony and Love! | | 
— „ 


Thou too, divine Uranra, deign t' appear, 


26 Ode on F. Cecilia s Day. 


And with thy ſweetly- ſolemn lute 
To the grand argument the numbers ſuit; 3 
Such as ſublime and clear, 
Replete with heavenly love, 
Charm th* inraptur d ſouls above. 
Diſdainful of fantaſtic play, 
Mix on your ambroſial tongue 
Weight of ſenſe with ſound of Ong, 
And be angelically gay. 
CHORUS. 
Diſaddain ful &c. &c. 
| ee, ee 
And you, ye ſons of Harmony below, 
How little leſs than angels, when ye ſing! 
With emulations kindling warmth ſhall glow, 


And from your mellow-modulating throats 
The tribute of your grateful notes 

In Union of Piety ſhall bring. 
Shall Echo from her vocal cave 


Repay each note, the Shepherd gave, 


And 


Ode on C. Cecilia's Day. 27 
And ſhall not we our miſtreſs praiſe : 
And give her back the borrow'd lays? 
But farther ſtill our praiſes we purſue ; 
For ev'n Cecilia, mighty maid, 
Confeſs d ſhe had ſuperior aid 
She did—and other rites to greater pow'rs are due. 
Higher ſwell the ſound and higher : 
Let the winged numbers climb : 
To the heav'n of heavns aſpire, 
Solemn, ſacred, and ſublime: 
From heavn muſick took its riſe, 
Return it to its native ſkies. 
CHORUS. 
Higher ſwell the ſound &c. &c. 
DTY III. 
Muſick's a celeſtial art; 
Ceaſe to wonder at it's powr, 
Tho! lifeleſs rocks to motion ſtart, . 
Tho! trees dance lightly from the bow r, 
3 Tho 


28 Ode on F. Cecilia's Day. 
Tho rolling floods in ſweet ſuf] pence | 
| Are held, and liſten into ſenſe. 
In Penſhurſt's plains when Waller, ſick with love, 
Has found ſome ſilent ſolitary grove, 
Where the vague moon-beams pour a ſilver flood! 
Of trem lous light athwart th* unſhaven wood, | 
Within an hoary moſs-grown cell, 
He lays his careleſs limbs without reſerve, 
And ftrikes, impetuous ſtrikes each quer lous nerve: 
Of his reſounding ſhell. 

In all the woods, in all the plains: 

Around a lively ſtillneſs reigns 3 

'The deer approach the ſecret ſcene, 

And weave their way thro labyrinths green; 4 
While Philomela learns the =_ 
And anſwers from the neighbouring bay. 

But Medway, melancholy mute, 
Gently on his urn reclines, 
And all- attentive to the lute, 
In uncomplaining anguiſh pines : 
kl 5 £0 - mp 
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The cryſtal waters weep away, 
And bear the tidings to the ſea: 

Neptune in the boiſterous ſeas. 
Spreads the placid bed of peace, 
While each blaſt 

Or breathes it's laſt, 
0 juſt does ſigh a ſymphony. and: ceaſe. 
CHORUS. | 
Neptune &c. &c. 


IV. | 

Behold Arion — on the ſtern he ſtands. 

Pall'd in theatrical attire, 
To the mute ſtrings he moves th' enliv ning hands, 

Great in diſtreſs, and wakes the golden * = 
While in a tender Orthian ſtrain _ 
He thus accoſts the Miſtreſs of the main: 

By the bright beams of Cynthia s eyes 

Thro' which yours waves attracted riſe, 
4 And actuate the hoary deep; 
* By 
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By the ſecret coral cell, 
Where Love, and Joy, and Ne eptune dwell 
And peaceful floods in ſilence ſleep; 3 
By the ſea- flow rs, that i immerge 
Their heads around the grottos verge, 
Dependent from the ſtooping ſtem; 
By each roof -· ſuſpended drop, 
That lightly lingers on the top, 
And heſitates into a gem 
By thy kindred wat ry Gods, 
The lakes, the riv lets, founts and floods, 
And all the powrs that live unſeen 
Underneath the liquid green; 
Great Amphitrite (for thou can ſt bind 
The ſtorm, and regulate the wind) 
Hence waft me, fair Goddeſs, oh waft me away, 
GP 
CHORUS. 
Ereat Amphitrite &c. &c. 


He 


Ode on F. Cecilia's Day. 31 
He fung — The winds are charm'd to ſleep, 
Soft ſtillneſs ſteals along the deep, 
Ihe Titons and the Nererds ſigh 
In ſoul- reflecting ſympathy, 
And all the audience of waters weep. 
But Amphitrite her Dolphin ſends—#® the ſame, 
Which erſt to M eptune brought the nobly perjur'd 
Pleas'd to obey, the beauteousmonſterflies, [Dame 
And on his ſcales as the gilt ſun beams Play, 
Ten thouſand variegated dies 
In copious ſtreams of luſtre riſe, 
Riſe oer the level main and ſignify his way — 
And * n Bard, in un Gand 
1 ye e feſtive, ſocial r — 
Who ſweep the lyre, or pour the ſong, 
5 e 
* Fabulantur Graei hanc] perpetuam Deis virgimtatem voviſſe: 


ſed cum a Neptuno ſollicitaretur ad Atlantem confugiſſe, ubi 
a Delphino perſuaſa Neptuno aſſenſit. Lilius Gyraldus. 
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Your nobleſt melody employ, 
Such as becomes the mouth of joy, 
Bring the ſky-aſpiring thought, 
With bright expreſſion richly wrought, 
And hail the Muſe aſcending on her throne, 
The main at en ſubdued, andall the world ber own. 
2 CHORUS. 
Ge ye 90 — &c. * 


But oer th affeRtions 1 too \ the lik the pw, 
|  Pierces the human heart, and ſteals the ſoul away; 
And as attractive ſounds move high or low, + 
Th obedient ductile paſſions ebb and flow, 
Has any Nymph her faithful lover loſt, 

Andd in the viſions of the night,” 
And all the day- dreams of the light, 
In ſorrows tempeſt turbulently toſt 
From her cheeks the roſes die, 5 
dc mom ba nelle an The 


Ode on F. Cecilia's Day. 33 
The radiations vaniſh from her ſun-bright eye, 
| And her breaſt, the throne of love, 
ſp hardly, hardly, hardly move, 
IJ u?0.ow ſend th ambroſial ſigh. 
* let the ſkillful bard appear, 
And pour the ſounds medicinal i in her ear; 
Sing ſome ſad, ſome plaintive ditty, 
Steept in tears, that endleſs flow, 
Melancholy notes of pit, 
Notes that mean a world of woe; 
She too ſhall ſympathize, ſhe too ſhall moan, 
And pitying others ſorrows ſigh away her own. 
_ CHORUS. 
Sing ſome Jad, 2 &c. &c. 
53% 5395 os: 2 5 
Wake, wake the kettle-drum, prolong 
The ſwelling trumpet's ſilver ſong, 
And let the kindred accents pals 
Thro the horn's meandring braſs. 
Ariſe — The patriot mule invites to war, 
And mounts Bellona s brazen car; 
E While 
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While Harmony, terrific Maid! 
Appears in martial pomp arrayd : 
| The ſword, the target, and the lance 
She wields, and as ſhe moves, exalts the Pyrrhic dance. 
Trembles the earth, reſound the ſkies— 
;  - Swift oer the fleet, the camp the flies 
Withthunder in her voice, and lightning in her eyes. 
Il̃᷑ The gallant warriours engage 
With inextinguifhable rage, 
And hearts unchiPd with fear; 
FTume numbers all the choſen bands, 
Pull in the front fair Victry ſtands, 
And Triumph crowns the rear. 
CHORUS. 
The Gallen warriours &c. &c. 


G VIII. Nel 
But bark the Temple s hollow'd roof reſounds, 
And Purcell lives along the folemn. ſounds - — 
— yet manly too, 


He pours his ſtrains along, 
As 
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5 As from the lyon Sampſon ſlew, 
Comes ſweetneſs from the ſtrong. 
Not like the ſoft Italian ſwains, 
He trills the weak enervate ſtrains, 


| Where ſenſe and muſick are at ſtrife; 


His vigorous notes with meaning teem, 


With fire, with force explain the the me, 


| And fing the ſubject into life. 
Attend —he ſings Cecilia—matchleſs Dame! 
Tis She— tis She—fond to extend her fame, 


On the loud chords the notes conſpire to ſtay, 


And ſweetly ſwell into a long delay, 
And dwell delighted on her name. 
Blow on, ye ſacred Organs, blow, 
In tones magnificently ſlow ; 
Such is the muſick, ſuch the lays, 
Which ſuit your fair Inventreſs praiſe: 
While round religious ſilence reigns, 
And loitering winds expect the ſtrains. 
Hail majeſtic mournful meaſure | 
Source of many a penſive pleature! _ 
Bleſt 


” 


. dg of love to mortals giv n, 
2 As pattern of the reſt of heavn! 
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GRAND CHORUS. | 
When Death ſhall blot out every # name &c. 
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